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        “Never allow anyone to steal your joy. It doesn’t matter how many times someone says you can't do something. Invest in yourself—even if it’s just writing down what your goals and plans are. Starting small can lead to bigger things.”

      

      

      

      
        
        —Chiquita Dennie

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      I know you are ready to delve deep into this book. I’m beyond excited for you to read it and so thankful that you’ve chosen one of my books as one of your favorites to include on your shelf. Grab some wine and get ready for Gage and Nina in Cocky Catcher.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Character Interview: Gage Young

          

        

      

    

    
      The infamous Gage Young, billionaire catcher of the New York Raptors and playboy, father of Tailynn Young, son of Tobias and Deborah Young. Gage can be a little arrogant, rude, and cocky. We can’t be held responsible for his actions in this interview (or in the book.

      

      Interviewer: "What do you think of being our third guest on?"

      Gage: "Personally, I think I should have been your first."

      Interviewer: "Cocky right out of the gate aren’t you?"

      Gage: "You call it cocky, I say I’m just being brutally honest."

      Interviewer: "When did you first pick up a baseball?"

      Gage: "When I was kid I was obsessed with watching old clips of Babe Ruth and Joshua Gibson. Two world famous baseball players."

      Interviewer: "I hear you’re called A Billionaire Catcher, is that true?"

      Gage: "The media takes the smallest kernel of information and runs with it, my family has money, and I have worked extremely hard for my endorsements and salary. That’s all I’ll say about that."

      Interviewer: "Was it love at first sight with Nina?"

      Gage: "You’ll have to ask her."

      Interviewer: "I understand you're good friends with the founder of Pierce Motors, Jackson Pierce. How'd you two meet?" 

      

      Gage: "We met through one of our mutual friends Genesis Maguire at a charity fundraiser that he has every year. When I got in this business I wanted to make sure I gave back in any way I could and he’s done great things with his investments and charity work. I admire his determination to keep his privacy and family safety a priority. They are happily married with kids. I’ve come to rely on them for advice a lot more as I get older and want to focus on settling down."

      Interviewer: "Are you excited about the game this year?"

      Gage: "Yes, I can’t wait to get back out on the field."

      Interviewer: "Can you give us one spoiler for something we might see?"

      Gage: "Nope."

      Interviewer: "Tell us your favorite vacation spot."

      Gage: "My family’s island in Fiji."

      Interviewer: "I know I speak for all the readers today when I say that we appreciate you for stopping by and hanging out with us today.

      Readers we hope you enjoy Cocky Catcher and let us know how Gage and Nina fair in this new release.”
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      Can this billionaire baseball player catch more than just the World Series?

      Gage Young is used to getting his way. As the hottest player in the league, this billionaire catcher is leading his team to the World Series. To make his fans swoon even more, he’s a single dad that’s not afraid to show off how much he adores his daughter.

      Enter Nina Mitchell. As a little league softball coach, and helping out with the family business, Nina knows when its time be stubborn and how to deal with pressure, especially now that her family is being forced to sell out to make room for another strip mall. But she’s not used to dealing with arrogant baseball players used to running the show. 

      She adores Gage’s daughter but when it comes to Gage, despise is an understatement about how she feels about this cocky single dad. They’re at odds about almost anything, except the attraction they can’t seem to ignore. 

      Can Gage and Nina set their differences aside, or will rules and regulations get in the way of what could be the love of a lifetime? 

      Enjoy this single dad sports romance that hits all the sweet spots with secrets, seduction, and of course a home run or two.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          Gage

        

      

    

    
      Thursday Night

      New York was beautiful at this time of night. The lights of the city were twinkling like stars as I sat inside of the famous Barbetta Italian restaurant having a late dinner date. This has been the most boring date I’ve ever been on, and with the amount of dating I’ve done since I was sixteen, that’s saying something. Thinking back to that time, I had a date with Tabitha where she pulled out her photos of her wedding vision board along with before and after photos of the surgery she wanted to get on her breasts and ass as a wedding gift, yeah this date makes that one look like a dream date.  The live entertainment over in the corner played a version of Adele’s “Hello”, and all I could think about was texting my boy, Talbot, to call my phone as a rescue ring and get me out of this sham of a date. He told me not to go, but Elizabeth had hounded me incessantly over the past few weeks. So, I eventually broke down and agreed since we ran in the same circles. Sneaking a glance down at my watch, I took a sip of water wondering when this night would end. I’d pretty much come to the conclusion this wasn’t going any further than a hook-up. I wasn’t looking for anything long term, and besides all of my attention was focused on my daughter, Tailynn, and she wasn’t afraid to let you know in a heartbeat that she wasn’t sharing her daddy unless you were something special. The waiter came over and grabbed our plates. I picked up my napkin wiping my mouth, smiling as she droned on and on about her new house in the Cayman Islands as I paid the check. “How about cocktails at my place?” I asked, squeezing her in close and wrapping my jacket around her shoulders. Tailynn was with her grandparents tonight, so we’d have the place to ourselves. Normally I wouldn’t have sleepovers if my daughter was home, it was out of respect, unless I was serious about someone. Leading her out of the door, I was hoping the paparazzi wouldn’t be lurking outside. The last thing I wanted was to be linked to Elizabeth in the media circus. She would more than likely go along with things and make it seem like we were already engaged and expecting a bundle of joy by the morning.

      We’d decided to meet up there because I had an early practice today. Spending my time listening to a woman trying to seduce me into making her my number one girl. Now, don’t get me wrong; Elizabeth was a nice girl (when she wanted to be), but she was a two-time divorcee. She didn’t work, and it seemed like all of her goals in life revolved around shopping and vacationing, and she could be money-hungry to an extent. If I was being honest, I wasn't even really attracted to Elizabeth. She was more of the high-society, plastic surgery, looking-good-on-your-arm-but-containing-no-substance, type of chick. In other words, somebody my parents would have loved for me to bring home and take to parties, but I wasn't going that route. I’d decided a long time ago to follow my own path in life. I wasn’t looking for commitment; I was more interested in having fun while I was still young.

      I opened the door right when the flash of a camera almost blinded us. Somehow, attention had grown in the media over the years as I commanded more attention in baseball. It probably had something to do with the type of women I dated or took to bed.

      “Do you mind stepping to the right? My better side is on the left,” Elizabeth stated, posing for the photographers. I can’t believe she actually had the nerve to ask me to move to her better side for photos.

      “All right, guys, that’s enough. Time for me to finish my date,” I said.

      “Well, I was thinking that we could have a late-night conversation at my place,” she said, running her hand suggestively across my chest.

      “That’s what I like to hear.”

      "You just signed a hundred-million-dollar endorsement deal with Vantage Energy Drink Company, right?” Elizabeth probed.

      I could feel a headache coming on already knowing where she’s taking this question. I knew I needed to shut down this interrogation immediately. I didn’t think that on our first date, she’d bring up the subject of how much money I make, seeing as how she’d just divorced her second husband and received a substantial divorce settlement. She must be running out of liquid assets already. “I will not discuss money on the first date,” I said bluntly.

      She must have felt the vibe was off in her comment because she tried changing the subject to us going out again as we continued walking out of the restaurant.

      I continued walking down the street, when suddenly another paparazzi jumped out of the alleyway and we both jerked back, completely shocked at the lengths they would go to just to get the so-called perfect shot. We suddenly bumped into another person attempting to juggle a small bag of groceries, her cell phone, and I watched as a drink fell on the ground.

      “Oh shit!” the young lady screamed. Right as she bent down, I followed suit to help clean up the mess. Her features were intoxicating, even with the light glare of the camera flash, and seeing spots from the flash. She couldn’t have been over five foot six or five foot seven. Our hands grazed over picking up her keys. Just then, an electric pulse thrummed through my body and caused us both to pull back. She was smiling and thanking me profusely until she looked up and met my gaze.

      “Wait, it’s you!” she replied, jumping back in shock.

      “Yeah, I get fans at random times recognizing me and wanting an autograph and a picture, but I’m on a date, so I’ll have to decline, I hope you can understand.”

      “Trust me, the last thing I want from you is an autograph,” she scoffed, rolling her eyes.

      “Oh, my God! You ruined my dress!” Elizabeth shouted, wiping her hands down her dress to try to slough off the frozen concoction that had spilled all down her front.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

      “My cell phone might be broken,” the young lady replied, bending down, and cursing under her breath.

      I reached over and picked up her torn grocery bag to put her things on the ground that scattered away when I suddenly noticed a vibrator sitting next to her pint of Chunky Monkey ice cream.

      “Looks like you're planning on having an eventful night tonight,” I said, not bothering to hide my smirk.

      “Give me that back,” she spat as she grabbed the vibrator from me and threw it back in her bag. I could see the flush climbing up her neck, making me wonder what she looked like when she climaxed during sex.

      “What's the rush?”

      “If you focused more on your posture, and listening to your coach, rather than being selfish and doing your own thing, and less on what I have in my bag, you’d be hitting your stats,” the sassy woman snapped, giving me a rundown on what I needed to improve on.

      “Oh, you’re one of those.”

      She reached out and grabbed her keys, picking up the torn bag.

      “One of what?”

      “A baseball fanatic that thinks they know the game better than the professionals. It’s cute, babydoll, but I’m good over here.”

      She chortled in laughter. “The last World Series the Washington Nationals won, Stephen Strasburg was named MVP. The Nationals extended their lead to 6–2 in the ninth inning, with two runs scoring on a one-out single by Eaton with the bases loaded. And my girl, Simone Biles, a Houston native and Olympic gold medalist, threw out the first pitch in the second game. You know that black girl magic reigns supreme.” She spoke eagerly, with a sarcastic undertone.

      I could only smile. “So, you do know a little something about baseball,” I said stepping in further to close the gap between us.

      “Gage!” Elizabeth screamed in a choked voice.

      “One second.”

      A loud horn blaring from a speeding car interrupted the verbal standoff between us.

      She dipped her eyes low and checked her cell phone for any damage. “Casanova, you need to focus on the bimbo next to you, it looks like she is about to go nuclear on you any minute,” she said as she nodded over to Elizabeth.

      I chuckled at her response, looking over my shoulder at Elizabeth, who was still diligently attempting to clean the red stain off her dress with my jacket sleeve.

      A cool, sweet smell like roses floated through the air. Excitement raced through me like a bolt of lightning.  The woman had lush, sweeping eyelashes under that hard glare; she had pouty lips, straight white teeth, and pink, glossy lipstick. Her hair was swept into a messy bun atop her head. Her tight pajama pants hugged her petite frame, showing off her tantalizing curves. She shouldn’t be using a vibrator to get off, not when there were guys like me with perfectly good hands, among other appendages, that could satisfy her needs. Did she think she couldn’t find someone that was able to please her? Did someone make her lose faith and force her to use a vibrator? I was thinking way too hard about this woman in front of me. I had to just shake it off and get back to this date.

      But Elizabeth was still throwing a fit and the commotion was drawing a bigger crowd. Fans and photographers were taking pictures and video, and probably livestreaming on their favorite social media platforms. The whole thing made me nauseous.

      I helped the woman finish packing up and watched as she glared at both of us before limping away out to the parking lot, messing with her phone like she was trying to get it to turn on. She disappeared around the corner and I turned my attention back to Elizabeth and the crowd of onlookers. “Okay, guys, back up. I'm on a date, it's nothing serious." I was ready to finish the night early and get home to my bed.

      Elizabeth groaned, stomping her feet, and walking off to the car, acting like a child that didn’t get her way. Tailynn didn’t even act this way when she didn’t get her way with staying up late, or hanging out with her friends before getting her homework done. Shrugging my shoulders, I figured I wasn’t going to get any after the money question. I saw date one was a strike out. So, I headed home to see who else I could call up.

      
        
        ***

      

      

      Saturday morning

      

      The gym kept the weight room up to date with the newest setup. I liked the Olympic bench because of all the points it targeted, everything from toning my shoulder muscles, to strengthening my back muscles and upper chest.

      I did my normal workout chant… “Press, press, press, Gage don't need more press. Kill ‘em all; put them pitchers to rest. Strike out —oops, sorry, babydoll.”  I apologized for bumping into the sexy beauty behind me.

      “Yeah, watch where you’re going,” she mumbled, walking toward the mirror in front of the free weights. She dropped her towel and picked up her water bottle.

      I chuckled to myself. “You may want to spread your legs wider.”

      “Excuse me?” she asked, looking over her shoulder, clearly appalled at my comment.

      “If you’re trying to get a better lock on your upper muscles with the ten-pound weights, I suggest spreading your legs wider and bending at a ten-degree angle to reap the most benefits from the workout,” I explained, licking my lips, and placing the dumbbells back on the bench.

      “I didn’t ask for your opinion, focus on that arm of yours instead of me,” she said, breathing out harshly, and resting a hand sassily on her hip.

      Oh shit. I recognized that snark and that beautiful face filled with attitude. It was the girl from the other night. I liked a woman with sass and an extensive knowledge of baseball. A look of annoyance spread across her face as she recognized me too. That’s crazy, it must be a small world. “Hey. It’s you. How did things work out for you?”

      Beads of sweat rolled down her chest but she was still hot. The exertion she was putting forth in her workout made her beautiful and glowing. As she placed the weights down and picked up her towel to wipe the sweat away, she snorted in annoyance and took a sip of water. "Your girlfriend owes me a new phone."

      “I wasn't talking about the girl. I was talking about your new toy,” I explained.

      She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, rolling her eyes. “You should be concerned with your girlfriend and not with what I do with my toys, Mr. Billionaire Catcher,” she spat, bending down, and tying her shoelace.

      Standing in front of her with my arms crossed over my chest, I asked, “How did you become such a baseball expert?” A few guys walked inside the room and their eyes were immediately drawn to her ass sitting nice and perky in her workout shorts, uncaring if she was my girlfriend or wife. My eyes were hard and filled with dislike. They got the hint and kept moving over to the shoulder press machines. She cleared her throat, pulling me out of my standoff.

      “I played a few years professionally with the U.S. Women’s Softball League,” she answered.

      “Maybe one day you can give me a few lessons.” I was teasing her, I found myself completely amused with the situation. Softball wasn’t as complicated as baseball in my opinion. She must have had it way easier compared to the amount of pressure major baseball players have to go through, what with the media and diehard fans that wanted to critique every little step both on and off the field. She bent down picking up another weight, shaking her head in amusement.

      “You might be cute in that Chris Evans kind of way, you know that all the girls fall in love with the guy next door type. But, you can’t afford me.”

      I chuckled at her comment and watched her walk away from me as her ass jiggled in the tight spandex shorts.  "And on that note, it’s time for me to go,” I said to myself, turning to head toward the showers to get dressed before practice. Billionaire Catcher wasn’t a name I came up with myself, but it stuck just the same. All through high school and into college I played baseball. My love of baseball started while watching earlier players like Babe Ruth and Joshua Gibson. Then my older brother and cousins started to play the game. Somehow, I stuck with the game and they all went into the family business. After graduating from college, I went pro and that’s when the moniker got thrown at me because of my family’s legacy. The amount of time I spent playing the game, and the numerous endorsement deals combined from Nike, Gatorade, Chex cereal, and partnership with Netflix to stream exclusive baseball content with my view on the latest sports news – none of that seemed to matter somehow.

      I turned the water off and stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel off the counter in the personal bathroom for celebrities and VIP members. I was a longtime client of this establishment. As an athlete, I needed a place to work out without being hounded. This was a private gym that only VIPs and celebrities attended. Genesis Maguire, one of my friends, a billionaire CEO of a sports agency, turned me on to this place. And it had been my favorite ever since Genesis told me about the level of discretion they provided for their customers. The TV in the corner was on ESPN with the latest game playing. Chicago Tigers vs. Boston Scorpions was in the second inning with two men on base. Today wasn’t a big game so I wasn’t worried about either of these teams making it to Nationals, whoever won today would go up against the Utah Giants and then I needed to keep an eye on things because we would be up against the winner once we won our next game. I turned the volume up and listened to Stephen Hampton go off once again.

      “Listen, this team needs their own version of a ‘Billionaire Catcher.’ Obviously, they’re not paying and recruiting the right people, because this game is underwhelming and lazy on both sides. I’m not seeing the results.”

      I shook my head, groaning. Running the towel over my hair, and dropping the towel in the hamper, I quickly pulled on a fresh pair of jogging pants and t-shirt. It never seemed to fail that my salary was mentioned in any given conversation with a sports announcer.  My contract was renewed two years ago for fifty million, to be paid out over the next ten years. I promised Li’l Bit that I’d retire before I hurt myself and couldn’t be around to take her to the park, movies, shopping, or playing games in the stadium field like we used to do when she was younger. I was already thirty-one, which was getting up there in professional baseball. I wanted to start a real family of my own, especially seeing as how my ex-girlfriend was about to get married. Sometimes, I was envious of her relationship—especially when I saw our daughter understanding what a healthy couple should look like. Don’t get me wrong, Samantha and I got along great, and our relationship didn’t end because of a scandal.

      We were college sweethearts, and dated through the first two seasons of me playing pro. About five years ago, we’d decided it was best to be just friends. My career was taking up more and more of my life and I was traveling all the time. She wanted a guy that could commit, and who would not get caught up in this celebrity lifestyle.

      Pushing through the back door of the gym, I was immediately bombarded with flashing lights and paparazzi screaming my name. No one tells you about this part of the lifestyle when you sign your contract and become famous. Everyone always had their nose in my business.

      I shielded my eyes as much as possible as I tried to barge through the crowd of fans and photographers.

      “Gage! Gage! What do you think about your chances for a World Series bid this year?” the nosy reporter screamed. One girl in front of me asked for an autograph right when a reporter pushed a microphone in my face.

      “Gage Young, we hear the new contract contains a morals clause with how you conduct yourself on and off the field. Is this true?” the reporter questioned pointing the microphone in my face.

      “No comment, Tracey, you know better than that. Stick to the real facts, and how the team is lacking a strong outfielder and pitcher,” I insisted, trying to move from in front of the door that was suddenly pushed open fast. I tripped and fell on top of Tracey as she was holding the mic in front of me just as the paparazzi took another picture of me falling on my ass. Our hands rested on the pavement before I completely fell down. “What the fuck? Watch where you’re—” I yelled out, stopping myself before going any further, glancing around at the amount of people who were surrounding us, and then realizing that vibrator girl would probably get the brunt of cameras following her after this incident. I helped Tracey up, checking to make sure she didn’t have any bumps or bruises as I stood up, wiping the dirt off my hands.

      “Are you alright?” I asked Tracey.

      “Yeah, didn’t think I would become the story this time though,” Tracey said giggling, motioning to her cameraman to pack up.

      “Welcome to my world,” I replied wryly, and left the chaos behind before even more drama could start. Turning around, I unlocked my car and dropped my gym bag in the trunk. I jumped in the driver’s side turning the radio on right when Cardi B’s song “Press” started back up again. Placing my shades on, I pulled out into the turning lane. I glanced in my rearview mirror and saw my new baseball friend talking on the phone animatedly. She honked at me for taking too long, and I grinned, shaking my head, as I merged into traffic.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          Gage

        

      

    

    
      Opening the door of my condo, I heard laughter coming from the dining room. Those voices always brightened my day when everything else had gone to shit, whether it was because our team had lost, or my parents had tried to pawn me off on another female friend of the family.

      I had the entire penthouse to myself, with an indoor pool, my own elevator, and a garage for my cars. I bought this place about two years ago, seeing as I knew I was not going to be settling down anytime soon. The ceilings were open, shining hardwood floors graced a large open space furnished as a combination living and dining area. My favorite colors, black and grey, flowed throughout the place, except in Tailynn’s purple and gold Princess Tiana themed room. The security aspect was another factor for me having this place. As the middle son of Tobias and Deborah Young, I had the pleasure of not sticking to the norm of working for the Young family’s business dynasty in the land of corporate America.

      Tailynn, my sweet daughter, was eight going on thirty. She took after her mother more than me, with her oval-shaped eyes, deep dimples on both cheeks, and dark-brown, curly hair that I was finally able to correctly put in a ponytail and barrettes that matched her outfits. Her looks matched her mom’s, however her personality was all me. She was all mouth and could trash talk with the best of them.

      She sat on top of the dining room table, not caring about getting any scratches on the wood from her colored pencils. Her mother hovered over her, mumbling at her to stay in the lines.

      Samantha Randall was and will always be my best friend. We met in college. She was a cheerleader, and I was a jock playboy who didn’t want to fall in love and lose my shot at the majors. She had a bronze complexion, oval-shaped eyes, a pointy nose, and high cheekbones, all of which Tailynn inherited. At first, I wouldn’t date her because she was so short compared to the women I normally dated; they were all leggy model types. Somehow, Samantha tore those walls down, and we ended up dating for three years.

      Right before graduation, she became pregnant. We had already been growing apart, my career was taking off and she wasn’t into being the wife of a professional athlete. It took us a few years to smooth out our co-parenting arrangement, but after a while, Tailynn became our priority and Samantha became one of my best friends, next to my older brother Daniel. I’d even introduced her to her now-fiancé, Jason Combs, a local business owner who had a clothing store next to the tattoo shop that was owned by Talbot, another friend of mine.
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Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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